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The Police and the Dogs 
Jason Peters 
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My mother has stories. The first that I remember came in the car on the way to the supermarket. I knew 
there was something wrong by the way she was driving. She was all over the road, she took wrong turns. I had to 
keepremindingherofthedirectionweneededtogo,thepointtoourdrive. "Yourfatherwasanairplanemechanic 
inWorldWarll,'shesaid. 

'Stayinyourlane,Mom. Takearighthere.' 
'He was fixing the engine on a Boeing while he was stationed in France.' Her stories are always unexpected 

In the middle of things, they take hold of her. I'm never sure what to do with them when they come. I didn't tell 
herthataBoeingisapassengerplane,orthatldidn'tthinktheywerearoundduringthewar. lknowthatifl 
ignorethestory,ifl!etitpasswithoutnotice,everythingwillreturntonormal,likenothingeverhappened. Vv'hen 
shehasastoryinpublic,ltrytoactlikenothingisunusualaboutit,andlgoaboutmybusiness. Everythingworks 
out fine. Whydidyouturnhere? Youshouldhavegonestraightthere.' lofferedtodrivehercarbutsherefused. 

'He hit a fuel line and the engine exploded. That was how your father died.' My father lives in Newark 
'Stayinyourlane,'lsaid. 

Every Sunday morning for the last eight years, four parishioners from St. James Cathedral follow the pastor 
out of the church during communion. They walk across the street to the front door of the apartment building at 
137 Lockwood Road. Standing close in the small halmay, just inside the building, the four parishioners pray while 
the pastor administers the communion wafer to Mrs. Bell, a seventy-year member of the congregation. 

Every Sunday morning for the last eight years, Mrs. Bell has stood in the halmay by her apartment door, in a 
lightpmkdresscuttothekneeandatittedwhrte hatpinnedllitha pale grey ostrich feather, waiting for the body 
of Christ. Her old Pekinese, Curry, follows her out of the apartment and into the hall and naps while she warts 
Mrs. Bell clutches a tiny, white patent leather purse and looks out the window for the pilgrimage, nervous like a 
teenager who expects her date to have forgotten their plans. Finally she sees them coming. She straightens her 
dressandtouchesastringofpearlsaroundherneck. Withasolemnfaceandadeepbreath,Mrs.Bellopensthe 
door. 

Thevisitisarwaysawkwardforthechurchgoers. Mrs.Bellstoppedcrossingthestreetformasslongbefore 
anyofthemjoinedthecongregation,sotheparishionersknowheronlythroughthecharityofthechurch. They 
stand and say nothing. They say, 'Good morning, Mrs. Bell,' andthankGodundertheirbreaththatthey'renotold 
and alone. 'We've come to share with you our communion this week.' The pastor talks loud so she can hear him. 
He leans into his speech and compliments Mrs. Bell on her curled hair. 'You do get younger every week,· he says. 

Mrs.Bel!'shusbanddiedeightyearsagointheirapartment,onthesofathatshenowsleepsonbecauseit's 
better for her back than the bed. Towards the end of his sickness, he was moved from the bed to the sofa, where 
he slept for three days, until he stopped breathing. tt was a lingering disease, so Mrs. Bell had some time to get 
used to the idea of his going before he actual~ went. Curry was just a puppy then, and he slept on Mr. Bell's 
chestuntil1tstoppedrisingandfallingunderhim. Thenhejumpeddownandcurledupbythefireandsleptthere 
instead 

The pastor introduces everyone to Mrs. Bell. 'Well, this is Mary Kate, and this is Charles, and Gregory, and you 
remember Hannah.' Mrs. Bell hasn't been able to cross the street since the year her husband died. When she 
was sure he was dyng, she was glad to be the church's neighbor. When he went, she thought, he would on~ have 

to cross the street. And then she could cross right behind him and have some company llilh the lenng. She could 
spendallhertimethere. Butalterhisconstant,jarringcough,alterthepuppyandtheend,shecouldntmove 

ThepastorholdsthewaferoverMrs. Bell, andeveryoneelseclaspstheirhandsand bows their heads in 
prayer. Curry opens his eyes and yawns. When things with Mr. Bell took a turn for the worse, and when everyone 
was sure he would soon pass on, the church bought Mrs. Bell the baby Pekinese. 'This is the body of Chnst.' 
Mrs. Bell says 'Amen,· and accepts it in her mouth. The dog wags his tail and paws her dress, so Mrs. Bell opens 
thedoor,letshimoutintothebackyard,andhervisitorsoutintothestreet 

'Your mother lives in a house of horrors, like you care.' I visit my mother on Fridays. She is Mrs. Bell's neigh­
bor. ShelivesinthefrontapartmentandMrs.Belllivesintheback. Theirdoorsfaceeachotheracrossasmall 
entryway. We sit at the kitchen table. Or more accurately, I sit at the kitchen table, and my mother circles about 
me, telling me a story. She snatches an empty drinking glass from her place at the table, a crumpled napkin from 
in front of me. Gibbet is her Pomeranian pup. He sits on my lap and licks my hand while I stroke him and read the 
morning paper. I like to catch up on the local news when I'm visiting my mother 

'Do you know what sound a dead dog makes" she asks. 
'Is this a joke" 
'No sound, that's what. That's funny to you' 'Is that a joke'' he says. A dead dog makes no sound. Thats 

your idea of funny?' 
'No. lt'sjustthat-' 
'Soifit'snotmaklnganysounds,howdolknowit'sthere?' 
'Can'tyouseeit?' l'mreachingforsomething. ldon'ttellherthatherquestionsareconfusingme 
'Ofcourselcan'tseertontheothersideofthedoor. !lcouldseeitlwouldknowitwasdead. Then I could 

open the door and help the girl there holding it. To me, I don't know who she is. I don't know that she has what 
she says that she has. How do I know that she has what she says that she has1 How do I know she's not ~ng1 

Or she has her facts confused' I don't know. Something's not right, that much I'll say, when a girl IS at my door 
andbangmghardeventhoughrt'stwo-lhirtyinthemorning,andshe'scryingandyellingthroughthedoortome. 
'Help' Please somebody help me' Please' My dog is dying'' she says. Barn' Barn' BamI' She yells ii and knocks 
the air with her fists to make sure I'm listening. 'She sat on the floor, whispering 'Don't die, Don't die,· back and 
forthwithadogin her lap, like that's what I needed to hear. She was rocking ii.' 

I hold the newspaper up like a door between us, butlcan'tavoidhertalking. I put it away and look down at 
Gibbet on my lap. I imagine him dead: his eyes wide open, dried blood in his fur, his tongue lolling. I push my 
chair away from the table and look out the window. She's putting dishes in the sink now and "'ping the table. She 
can't stop talking. She circles around me still. I look down again at Gibbet-this time his front legs are broken and 
his ears are bleeding. I stand up and push him off my lap. I walk into the living room and turn on the teleas,on, 
refusingtolethersurroundme. 

'Did this happen" I ask. 'I'm con-' 
'And then I have you here, my on~ son: 'Did this happen?' 'Is that a joke'" My mother dulls her facial expres­

sion when she mimics me, so that my questions seem dense. "You don't even know what goes on m this neighbor­
hood, whatllithmehereallalone.' 
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'ldon'tknowwhatgoeson here,'lsay. 
'There'sthefirstsmartthingyou'vesaidallday.' 
'Didn't Mrs. Bell hear anything" 
'Ofcourse,Mrs.Bellheardit, too. Eventually,sheopenedherdoor. Crazyoldwomanwantstoriskherlife, 

she can. I'm not. She can, but I'm not. I didn't know what was happening. All I knew was everything went quiet 
all of a sudden. I almost opened the door Just to peek. Then I heard the old woman. On the phone with the 
police. That's how I knew she opened her door. That's howl knew she was crazy. She wants to risk her life, fine. 
Butdon'tgocallmgthecopsdownhere, likethey'renotdownhereenoughalready. lfeltsheshouldn'thavedone 
that. Sheshouldhavebroughtlhegirlinsideandgivenhersomesoupandaskedherwhatthedog·snamewas. 
God knows I would've, but what could I do all alone' Or she should have helped the girl dig a grave in the back· 
yardandlaythedogin1tatthreeo'clockinthemorning .. sheshouldhaveleftthedogmthehallwayandadopt• 
edthegirl." Hermouthhangsopen,andsherubsthebacksofherteethwithhertongue. That means she is 
thinking 

'The police came. ! could hear them in the hallway talking to the old woman and the girl: the girl says she saw 
the car, the old woman asks about the dog, they say they're laking it with them. On and on and on, I could hear it. 
Shesaysshewantstoknowaboutthedogandwhatthey'II do with it. She startstocry,closes her door. 
Meanwhile, the dog is silent. Thedoghasbeencompletelysilent 

1heyknockonmydoorandsay'Police,'likethisisreallywhatlneed,right? Solopenmydoorandthegirl's 
lookingatme. ldon'tlookdown,butldon'thavetotoseethatthere·sadeaddoginmyhal,vay. Theyaskifl 
haveagarbagebag,andsolgetthemawhiteonefromunderthesink. Thegirl'slookingatme." 

I kiss my mother on the forehead. 'Bye, Mom. I really have to go.' The stretch of Lockwood Rd. outside my 
mother'sapartmentbuildingisdarklypavedandstraight. Thechurchacrossthestreetisapredictable,well·bal­
ancedpieceofneo-Gothicarchitecture. llongtodescendtheapartmentstepsandrestmyeyesonthem. 

'From my window, I watch them in the lights of their car. One pushes on the top of the girl's head and eases 
herintothebackseat,andoneheavesawhitegarbagebagcontainingonedeaddogintoanopentrunk. The 
churchisabigshadowstandingoverthem.· 

'Really,Mom. Bye.' 
'Theydriveaway,leavingitthere,darklikethat.' 
'Bye.· 

Mrs. Bell isinthebackhallwaysittingonthestairsandcrying. 
'Hello, Mrs. Bell." I pretend not to notice her tears. 'You know, Mrs. Bell, my mother is all alone in the front 

right now. Why don't you say hello?' I can't make my way past her. 
'All the doggies are dead1' she yells 
'Allot them'' 
'Allofthemt' 
'How'd they die" 
'Lastnight. Lastnighttheykilledthem. Mydog,too.' Herfaceismherhands. 
'Curry died lastnight1' lkneeldowntorubherback 

'Yes, all right' Curry's dead. He's dead. He's dead, dead.' 
'How?' 
'The police. Thepolicetookhimaway. Lastnight. Thepohceandagirldidit. Thegirldidit.' 
'Thatwasyourdog' lthoughtitwasherdog.' 
'ltwasmine,itwasmine." 
'Did you bury him' Doyouneedhelpburyinghim1' 

'I couldn't. He's gone. The police took him away. They took him away.' 
'Why'' 
'Theysaiditwasn'tmydog.' 
'Why'' 
'ldon'tknow. ldon'tknow.' 
'Did you show them his license? Did he have a license?' 
'No No ' 
'Well, Mrs. Bell, you-' I begin to say but I realize there's no point to any of it, so I just kneel there and rub her 

backwhileshecriesintoherhands 

On Saturday morning, Mrs. Bell waits in the small hallway between her and my mother's doors for four parish­
ioners to come to the house. Shewearsalightpinkdresscuttotheknee,andawhitehatwithapalegreyostrich 
feather pinned to its wide brim. She clutches her white, patent leather purse and looks out the tiny window, but 
nobody comes 

After a while of nobody coming, she sits down on the stair and thinks of ways she'll explain to them Curry·s 
absence by her feet. When he was given to her, the church promised to buy his food for the first four months, and 
they paid for his first shots. The pastor visited every weekend to see how much he'd grown. Church dog, she 
used to say, before she thought of a name. During the three days before her husband's death, she sat on the 
couch and watched Iv with her baby dog and her dying man. She thought the sight of them was sad enough to 
tear the building down. A church dog, a Catholic wne, and a man a month from the afterlife. The holy three. She 
waits and says, 'He's dead. He's dead.' 

My mother opens her door and sees Mrs. Bell crying by herself in the hallway. 'Mrs. Bell, are you OK' Are you 
waiting for somebody' Mrs. Bell' You're not waiting for those people from St. James, are you' Today's Saturday, 
Mrs. Bell. You know that today's Saturday, don't you'" 

'No. Nothing. Nobody.' Mass must have ended by now. Mrs. Bell stands up and goes into her apartment. 
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In the Folds I remember how you would fold Sacr~cinga Saturday for demanding buzzers, 
Jessica D'Abrosca laundry on Saturday mornings, an eternal wash cycle fading with the nnse cycle-

Forcing~asticschoolshirts, Sol frnded different 
waxedwcrf<jeansand lfoldedlikethestores, 

OuH han<lme<lowns Placingmyshirtssidewaysinmy 
into unnatural shapes. dresser drawers knowing you hated rt. 

A medical student with her cadaver, 1hat'snothowwedoit,'yourscolding 
yousplitsweatersdownthemiddle voicetumbledoverandover,ldidn'tcare. 

Mechanical textbook hands Todaylevenrollmysheetsintolittle 
bringing shoulder seams together, Ballsbecausewho'sgoingtoseethem 

Breaking the arms back Exceptme,anoccasionalloverwho 
with a surgeon's grace, doesn'tmindthewrinklesof sheets 

You created piles of neatly Slowlygatheringstainsfromlazy 
pressed patients. mornings of orange juice, fresh air. 

lwcu~ srtacrossthekrtchentable Sometimes nights at the coin laundry 
wipingyourcigarettesmokeand are lone~. the air heavy with 

Pancakes from my eyes, waiting Burntcoffee,theemptyclankmgof 
totellyourtwasallwrong. Quartersfedtowashingmachmes. 

Wishing you wcu~justfold shirts I stare through rts glass doer hypoobzed 
liketheydoindepartmentstores- By the round and round of shirts and socks, 

Collars and buttons facing up, out Myhandsworkautomatical~ 
Not with me, butwrthyou. 

Shoutingatyou'theydon'tlook 
likethatinmyfriend'sdrawers!' 

It's all wrong. 

Caughl by ordering buzzers 
likeyourfingerwavinginmyface, 

Mymindwasmadeupthen, 
lnoticemyshirtsaresplit 
downtheirbe!lies,arms 

lwasgoingtobesomeone 
Pinned back, collars and buttons 

Something,anythingbutyou, 
folding clothes on Saturday mornings 

down and in, 

08 Kncttingyourfingers,losingthem 
Neatly~lednexttoballs 09 

lnthefo~sofc~thesyoudidn'twear-
ofrolledupbedsheets. 



10 

My left Breast 
Sandra N. Godinho 

The mirror doesn't lie. 
Thereisnothingtheretotouch. 
Alllcandoistracetheangryscars 
disfiguring my alabaster flesh 
withredandpinkcriss.crosses 
Whitefleshstungbyknife, 
by scalpel, 
by radiation. 
Whereoncemynipplepacifiedhungrychildren 
andfedthedesireofhollowmen, 
fertility has been eliminated. 
Thehomeofmylettbreasl 
hasbeenbombardedbynuclearactivity, 
leavingthelandscaperawandblistering 
The bandages don't help the healing process· 
They pull skin, 
uneveningterrain 
Someareashavemorelayersthanothers. 
Thegossamerwebofstretchmarks, 
likeroadssignaledontravelers'maps, 
nolongertattoomybreast 
Thewholelandscapehasbeendemolished, 
andlamleftwithanemptinessthatnoonecanimagine 

Debra Gustavson 
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Satellite 
Amy Costa 

ThesummerNelturnednine,asatellitebecameunhingedintheskyandthreatenedtocrashintoearth. 
Shehadneverbeenafraidof outer space before, orof anything it contained. Now, some force of physics had 
knockedthissatellitefromitsgravitationa!pull,andthenewscastswerefullofspeculationsastowherethefrag• 
mented pieces would fall. What size would they be' How hard would they hit' How many houses would get 

crushed? 
Nelhadbeenborntheyearmenlandedonthemoonandhadneverlivedwiththeideathatspacewas 

foreign and unreachable. Shewantedtobeanastronautandrefusedorangejuiceinthemorningsinfavorof Tang, 
because that's what the astronauts drank. Her older brother, Gene, had told her on~ boys could be astronauts, 
bulwhenshebegantocry, hetooknback. Shewouldsneakintohisroomandslareallhepiclureof the earth 
takenfromthemoon,ahazyblueballsurroundedbyspaceasdarkandsoft-lookingasthevelvetofhermom's 
dress-upbag. Shewanledtoseethalviewforherselfoneday 

TheyearbeforeshehadvisiledFloridaw1thherfamily,beforeherfatherhadbeenlaidoff. Theyspenla 
day at Kennedy Space Center, where Nel walked around in awe, much more impressed by the Center than she had 
been by Disney World. Tucked away in a side room was a life-sized spacesurt. It looked huge to Nel, and puffy, as 
if rt were made of marshmallow. There on the sleeve were the American flag and "USA.' When she walked behind 
rt,sherealizedthebackwasculoulsothalpeoplecouldwalkrighluploilandslicklheirfacesthroughthehole 
inthehelmet,andthey'dlooklikeastronauts. Shemadehermothertaketwopicturesofherinlhesuit,incase 
lhefirsldidn'lcomeoul. 

She had been impressed by how small the insides of the spacecrafts were. She worried that maybe she 
wouldgoallthroughaslronautschoolandthenrealizeshehatedsmallspaces,sosheturnedoffthelightsinher 

roomatbedtimeandshutherselfinhercloset. There,amidtheclothes, shoes,andtoysonthefloor, she curled 
hersettuptightly,closedhereyes,andpracticedhurtlingthroughspace.Sheheldherbreathloraslongasshe 
could,incaseshelostheroxygensupply. Sometimesshefellasleepintheclosetandwouldwakeupdisoriented, 
herheadrestingonapileofbooksandherlegnumb. 

Shehadon~consideredlhegalaxyasaplacelovisil, nolasaplacethingssholoulol. When she 
lookedupallhenighthmesky, lryingtopickoutlheconslellalions,shethoughtoffljingintothestarsandseeing 
the constellations from the inside out. She never thought of a shooting star as something which might land some­
place. So when she began to hear about the satellite that was falling to earth, the whole idea came as a surprise 
Thefamilywaseatingdinnerwhen shefirstheardthenewsontheeveningbroadcast. 

toearth.' 

'What did he say'sheasked, interruplingherbrotherstaleofbaseballpractice 
'What did who sayr Gene asked, annoyed. 
'On the news. About the satellite.' 
Herdadlookedupfromtheeveningpaperswantads. 'lheardthalearlier. Somesalellneisfallingback 

'Falling where' The desert' she asked. 
'Nooneknows,'herdadanswered, going back to the paper with a sigh. 
As Nel got ready for bed that night, she stared al the sky through her window defensively. She imagined 

a piece of the satellite hitting her house and killing everyone she loved. It was up to her to save them-her mom, 
Gene, and especial~ her father, who had looked so sad lately. She decided she'd have to watch the sky night and 

day so that she could warn them in enough time to get out of the way. 
Thenextmorningatbreakfastshelistenedtotheradio,lunedlotheAMtalkstabon,hopmglohearthat 

the satellite had landed in Australia, as far away as possible. But it was still up there, somewhere, threatening 
When her mom walked in, she flipped the radio back to the FM disco station 

'Are you OK, sweetie' her mother asked as she began the coffee for her dad, who was sleeping later 
andlater,spendingmoretimeinbed. 

'I'm fine,' she said. She knew her mother already worried enough about her dad. She didn't want her to 
realizetheycouldallbecrushedbyahugehunkofmetalatanytime. 

'Canyoucleanupthekitchenlormethismorning? lhavesomeerrandstodo.· 
'Sure. Where are you going?' Her mother was dressed in a skirt and blouse, her usual sandals replaced 

by smart, wedged heels. A faint smell of Nina Ricci floated behind her. 
'l'mgoingto a,a,job.' 
Nel just stared at her mother. Gene, who had been walking by the knchen, bat and glove in hand, 

stoppedbythedoorbuthetoowasspeechless. Theirmotherhadneverworked. 
'It's on~ for the summer, until your dad goes back to work. He'll be with you dunng the day. You won't 

bea!one.' 
They just nodded. Nel couldn't imagine her dad taking care of them while her mom went off to worl<. 

Her mom made sure there was lemonade and cookies every afternoon; she found Nel's favorite barrette every time 
she lost it; she dispensed kisses v.ith Band-Aids when they scraped their elbows. Her father 1ust sat on the couch 
most of the day, watching tv without noticing ii. Nobody else's mom worked. Nel wondered 1f they were poor now. 

After kissing her mom good-bye and cleaning up the mess of breakfast, Ne! began her watch of the sky. 
She sat on the front steps, tryng lo remd the Bobsey Tv.ins-the one where they .sit the Tower of London, whteh 

usual~ scared her so much she wouldn't keep the book in her room al night. But today she couldn·t concentrate 
on ii. Al the end of every paragraph, she looked al the sky. Her brother startled her, r~1ng his bike across the 
lawnandskiddingtoaslopinfrontofthesteps. 

'What are you looking at the sky for' 
'No reason. Go away.' 
'freak1'heyelledashetookofftowardsthe street again. Go, she thought. She felt noble, worl)1ngfor 

everyoneandprotectingthemfromcertaindeath. 
Aroundlunchtimeshewentinsidetomakeapeanutbuttersandwich. Herfatherwass1tbngatthe 

kitchen table, holding a cup of coffee, one hand supporting his chin. He had closed the shades against the sun. 
Nelhesnatedbythedoortothekilchen 
'Dad' He slo~ looked up, a brief smile crossing his face 
vVhatisrt,sweetie?' 
'Are you OK? I mean, do you want lunch or something ... ?' 
'No, it's OK. But thanks.' 
'Are you sure' I'm making myself a peanut butter sandv.ich. It's no trouble.' She sounded like her mom, 

whenherfriendscameforcardsandcoffee. 
Nel'sdadlookeddownalhismugagain,andthenuptoh1sdaughler. 
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'Sure, Nel. That would be great. A peanut butter sandwich would be fine.' 
She made the sandwiches, placing her dad's on a plate and setting it before him on the table. After 

cleaningthekrtchencarefully,shetookherownsandwichoutsidetoeatonthesteps. Allafternoonshekepther 

vigil, until her mother came home from work and asked for her help with dinner. 
As they all sat down to the table, her mother asked again if she was feeling all right. 'Gene said you did­

n't leave the yard all day.' 
'I'm fine,· she answered, before Gene could butt in about her watching the sky. She didn't want her moth­

er to get suspicious. 'Howdidthejobgo? Whalareyoudoingallday?' 
Genekickedherunderthetable, too late. Herfatherrattledthepaperloud~,clearedhisthroat, but did 

not raise his head. 
'I'm in an office honey. Don't worry about it. It was fine. Jim, more salad?' she asked, starting to get up. 
'I'm fine; Nel's father answered softly, in what had become his normal voice 
Nel turned towards the tv and the evening broadcast. Some local news about a small grocer driven out 

of business by the new 'super' market, Carter making a speech about something. The satellite hadn't landed yet 

Nel sighed, quietly, so no one could hear 
'More peas, Nelrhermotherasked 
Nel could see the worry on her mother's face. 'Sure, Mom,· she said smiling. 'Thanks!' 

That night Nel knelt by her window watching the sky. She wasn't sure what to look for in the darkness. 

She figured during the day a piece of falling metal would be easy to see, but at night she wasn't so sure. Would it 

glow, from falling so fast and re-entering the atmosphere? A bright burning sphere, it would crush her house and 
thensetitonfire,burningtodeaththosetrappedinside. Shecouldseeherhouseclear1y,asmolderingruin,and 

her an orphan, thefateshedeservedfornotprotectingherownfamily. Butsupposethesatellitedidn'tbeginto 

burnrightaway1 ltwouldstillbehardtosee,andshestrainedhereyesagainsttheblackness,lookingforanoul· 

of-place shape. An owl flew from the woods behind the house across the street. Nel was looking so hard she 

couldseetheshapeofthesmallanimalinitsbeak. TheskybegantogetcloudyandasNelstrainedhereyes 

evenmore,shefellasleep,leaningonthesill. 
Sheawoketothesoundofherparents'voicesinthebedroomnexttohers. Somestraydropsofrainhit 

her face and arms. As she stretched, her mom's words filtered through her sleepiness-'job,' she heard, and then, 

'money.' Her dad's responses were few and soft. 'But the kids .. .' Nel heard her mom say, before she stumbled 

toherbedandfellbacktosleep. 
In the morning, rr was still grey but the rain had stopped. Nel woke slo~. stretching her limbs, still 

crampedlromhourssittingbythev.indow. Asfullconsciousnessarrr1ed,asharpguilthither. She had fallen 

asleep on watch. Looking out her window, she wondered how she'd be able to see anything today with all the 

clouds in the sky 
She must have slept late, because her mother was already gone. A note was on the fridge, asking her to 

clean the kitchen once again. She pulled out a bov.1 and a box of cereal, and ate breakfast quick~. She washed 

thedishesquietly,tr)ingnottowakeherfather. Assherinsedthesudsoffherhands,herparents'argumentlrom 

the night before came back to her in full sharpness for a minute and then blurred, like a remembered dream. She 

lettthesamestabofpaininherstomachshehadfeltuponawakening. Hermindstretchedback,butshecouldn't 

remembereverhearingherparentsarguebefore. She shook her head, tryingtoclearitofthememoryoftheir 

words, and dried her hands. By the time she had changed into shorts and a tee shirt, the sun was just beginning 

to come out. 
She ran outdoors and found a game of kick-the<an going on among all the kids in the neighborhood-a 

couple were about Gene's age, and a few were younger than Nel. 
'Hey,' Gene said. 'Why don't you play, instead of reading all day" He said it in a teasing voice, bu1 she 

was grateful for the invitation. She sat down on the curb next to the kids who had been tagged, and waited for the 

next round. ShewatchedRoy,wholr1eddownthestreet, trytodefendthedentedcanofTabfromeveryoneelse. 

Gene had already been tagged, along with all bu1two of the players. 
Nel was intent on tr)ing to spot the last two, who were hidden well, when Lynn, sitting next to Gene, 

pointedattheskyandyelled, 'Look1' Nel'sstomachlurchedandhereyesbegantostingbeforesheevenliftedher 

head Shewassureitwascomingstraightforherhouse 
'Wow, a rainbow,· Gene said, and then, looking at his sister, noticed her tears. So did everyone else. 
What's wrong with her?' 
'Why are you cr)ing" 
'lllhafsherproblemr 
She heard Gene say, 'Aw, just leave her alone,' as she ran away, the tears ftov.ing quick~ now. Cutting 

throughthesideyardsofthehousesacrossthestreet,sheranintothewoods. Shedidn'tstoprunninguntilshe 

reached a favorite spot, where a large boulder rose up ou1of the packed earth. She flung herself to the ground, 

panting and sniffling. 
Shecurledupv.ithhersideagainsttheflatof therockandcried. Shecouldfeelthecool,dampsurlace 

of therockthroughherclothes, and as it chilled her, shebegantocalmdown. Gradual~shequietedandturned 

sothatherbackrestedagainsttheboulder. 
She pulled her kneestoherchestandlooked upatthepiecesof skywhichwerevisiblethroughthe 

leavesaboveher. Shecouldseethefaintremnantsoftherainbowofftoherleft,andcouldjustmakeou1thevery 

top of her roof. The sight of it offered no comfort. Her mother seemed far away, downtown, workmg m someone 

else's office. Her father was equal~ out of reach, someplace quiet and sad. She sat there for a long while, alone, 

listening to the sounds of the squirrels and birds as she waited for the sky to crash down all around her. 
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Downattheendof Fulton St to the barks coming 
there's an Ocean out of the mist Grandma's Song 

Beach Theyquiet~chewtheir Deborah Ashe 

With underground bathrooms meat 
whose doors have rusted sothateveryonecanhear Just not right 

shut 
nolongersafetouse Surfers protected in tobacco-brown 

rubber shoe-shine black 

Golden Gate Park rideeachswellintooblivion mixin' up with 
stumbles While joggers plod angel-wing white 

to an end there along over broken shells and beach-sand beige. 
Never managing to make taunting 

theleap theseawiththeirabilityto Bad idea 
over California.wide concrete 
separating it from the nappy knots 

cold Downattheendof twisting 'round 

changing tides of the FultonSt. shimmering shafts 
Pacific there is an apartment paraffin-pumped mouth 

with pink carpet and smothering a 
The drag strip stretches a cramped kitchen that porcelain-painted smile. 

FuttonSt ottintothe smells 

Leigh Matheu sunset like burnt cookies 
District in one direction The stucco walls Not good at all 

Goingtheotherwayit slope jungle-trained haunches 
climbs downwards,eagerto clutching on 

thehillymoundsofthecity'sman-made divulge city-sawy curves 
flesh their borrowed stories vulgar-visibility 

At the top lie the ruins Of love exploding descending on a 

of an old bathhouse fireworks crescent moon. 

covered on the beach 
in moss and slime holiday tunes sung at Just not right 
Salty fingers midnight Bad idea 

snatch andthefaintechoofa White girl 
at the soft limestone girl 

dragging whose laughter lovin' a 

it towards the sea lingers colored. 

in the rolling fog 
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Sitting 
Anthony loffredio 
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How much does smoke weigh. 
Smoke can weigh anything. 
Smoke weighs what we are lost in, 
smoke can weigh years. 
Sitting 
Sitting in the anger of 
where we've been dropped off 
in the lonely way station, 
the wind finding its way in every opening. 

There are giant, lonely wails 
coming from the mountains tonight, 
trains that complain of the darkness 
reach us from down the hill 
into the valley on the park bench, 
where we sit and wonder what to do next. 

Cold hands clutching bags with belongings 
and memories that weigh them down. 
Leaves scratching their fingers along 
the pavement begging not to go, 
needing more time to understand 
as the wind tumbles itself down the mountains 
doing what it will. 

So this is where life has brought us, 
a crossroad without signs 
a way station standing in a place 
where it is always the end of summer. 
And strangers looking at other strangers 
wonder who will go where next. 

Do I take a train entering. 
Do I take a train leavlng. 

And these trains have no destinations. 
They know just as much as you do 
sitting there in your overcoat 
and scared to move or breathe or smile, 
too uncomfortable to perform 
in these pantomimes of staying 
before you've even managed to go. 

Girlfriends 
C. Ady 

inmemoryofafriend 

Beth Hays was thirteen and could not decide which of her mother's cosmetics she 

should steal that night. Her fingers slid over the hard, colorful bottles, tubes, and jars that 

cluttered the top dresser drawer in the bathroom. Beth leaned towards the open door, wary 

of her mother's prosecuting footsteps, and listened as her hands swam through the layers 

of beauty products. She liked the sound of searching through makeup, the satisfying 

thumps and pops that came with every pass, as heavy glass nail polish bottles pushed 

against the smooth surfaces of her mother's compacts. 
Anxious about getting caught, she settled, as usual, on an old bottle of dark brown 

mascara and a jar of crimson lip gloss. These had become Beth's Friday night saviors for 
her recent weekly trips to the mall, and because they could be easily washed off, her moth­

er would be none the wiser. However, since Beth was not brave enough yet to actually pur­

chase her own makeup, she was relegated to choose from those cosmetics that she knew 

her mother would never use for herself. The mascara that she picked should probably have 

been thrown out months ago, since all that really remained was what had clumped and dried 

itself onto the bristles of the brush. The lip gloss, though, was just about unused. Her moth­

er had gotten it as a free gift for buying so many dollars worth of makeup all at one time, 

but she had opted never to wear it in public because it was too "gaudy." Beth estimated that 

for the most part her secretive makeup thefts were secure. 
What Beth really wanted to wear was eyeliner, though. She envisioned her eyes as 

deep and seductive, with those dark lines underneath them. Her brown eyes would shim­

mer with mystery. Right now, though, the only eyeliner her mother owned was the water• 

proof kind, and she had made that mistake once already. She had scrubbed tearfully at her 

eyes in the mall's rest room, disbelieving that someone would go and invent something that 

could never be washed off, and now she knew to read labels before drawing on her face 

with anything that was not supposed to be there. 
Beth sighed and slipped the mascara and lip gloss into the pockets of her jeans and 

checked herself in the mirror. The shapes of the cosmetics in her pockets were not dis• 
cernible, but she did notice with a special hatred reserved for these moments of reflected 

scrutiny that the concealed supplies made her look wider. Her new suede brown loafers 
had been chosen tonight in place of her usual pair of sneakers, and a white button-up 

blouse instead of a tee. She only hoped that Jane would be wearing something grown-up 

too, so Beth would not be embarrassed by her. She had strapped on her recently pur­

chased cotton training bra without too much awkwardness, though she did have to check 

over her shoulder at the mirror to locate the clasp. There were several feverish attempts of 

bending over, tugging down at the edges of the thin, elastic cotton, and then scooping her 

repositioned breasts back into the cups before she gave up, flustered and red-faced. She 

was, as the instructions in her latest copy of Teen magazine had explained, creating the illu­

sion of cleavage for small-chested women, though she did admit to herself, she was not 

entirely sure of the definition of "cleavage." 
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As she stared at her reflection in the mirror, she eyed the places where the makeup 

would soon be. Already, she thought, she looked at least fourteen, and once the makeup 

was on, maybe even fifteen or sixteen. This was good, since Brian was sixteen. She glanced 

at the clock on the wall and scurried downstairs. 
'Mom, can we go yet'" Beth asked, holding out the car keys. 
"What's the rush?" her mom asked. "Jane won't disappear if we're a little late, and 

God knows, the mall will still be standing.' She turned off the television, picked up her 

purse, and took the outstretched keys from her daughter's grip. 
'I just don't like being late is all. Some people like to be on time; Beth replied, her 

tone defensive. In the car, Beth covered her pockets with her elbows to hide the cosmetics, 

and they drove to Jane's house without speaking. 
As soon as their car pulled up to the house, Beth hopped out and strolled, with her 

hands shoved deep in her pockets, up to Jane's front door. When the door opened, Beth 

saw that her friend had not taken her advice to dress any better than she usually did. 

Jane's dirty Keds were covered with blue ink scribbles and scuff marks. Jane had a habit of 

standing with one foot on top of the other, so that the toes of her shoes were always a filthy 

shade of grey. Jane's jeans were all hand-me-downs from her older sister, and never fit her 

like they should have, in Beth's opinion. And her bright pink Mickey Mouse shirt was not 

tucked in. Beth was particularly bothered by this because she felt Jane should show off how 

skinny she was more often. Maybe then boys would start to like her. 
'Hi, Beth,' Jane said, happy to see her best friend. 'It's okay, we can talk. My 

mom's upstairs with the baby,· she added, noticing Beth's eyes searching past her into the 

house. 
'Good. Listen, when we get back to the car, remember, you're shopping for your 

mom's birthday present this week, and you need my help. Got it'' 
'You know I can't lie very good though. I'll try. You can't just tell her you're meeting 

someone therer 
'No1 Are you nuts' My mom would kill me if she knew I had a boyfriend. She says I 

can't date until I'm fifteen. You know that. There's no way I could tell her. She'd make us 

break up.' 
'So he's definitely coming' I mean he got his car fixed and everything' That's good, 

huh' 
'Of course that's good. What are you asking me that for'" Beth snapped, her irrita· 

tion increasing. As they headed out of Jane's house and back to the car, she mused with a 

guilty sort of glee that she might even let Brian kiss her in front of Jane tonight. The two 

girls got in the car, and Beth rode in the back seat with her friend as they drove to the mall 

'Are you wearing your seat belt, Jane?' Beth's mom asked, glancing into the 

rearview mirror at her daughter's friend. 
"Yes, Mrs. Hays,· Jane answered 

"Good. You know it's my fault if we get in an accident and you're not wearing one.· 

'Mom, come on,· Beth complained, embarrassed by her mother's chrome ms1stence 

on seat belts. 
"Yes, Mrs. Hays, I know,· Jane answered. 
·1 don't worry about my own driving,· Mrs. Hays continued, ignoring her daughter. 

"But you never know what kind of nuts may be driving around with you.· 
·1 always wear my seat belt. Don't worry about me,· Jane said. 
'We always wear ours, too. Right, Beth?' Mrs. Hays said, eyeing her daughter in the 

dark. 
'Sure, Mom,· Beth said, angry at this conversation. She never wore her seat belt 

anymore if she could help it. That was why she sat in the back. 
As she dropped them off, Beth's mother called after them. 'I'll be back at 8:30. Be 

waiting for me right here. Unless you want me going in there to search for you. Did you 

remember your watch?' 
'Yes, Mom. Good-bye,' Beth said as she leaned over to give her mother a kiss, 

almost forgetting to check around first to see if anyone was looking. As the car pulled away, 

Beth and Jane headed in, straight for the rest room, like they had every other Friday night 

for the past three weeks. 
'What time is it, Jane'" Beth asked as they pushed open the Ladies' room door. 'I 

lied to my mom. I don't really have my watch on; she added. 

'Um, about 6:15. What time is he supposed to show up this week'' Jane asked as 

she watched Beth empty from her pockets the borrowed cosmetics. 
'He said 6:30. How do I look?' Beth questioned while she smeared a chunk of glow­

ing red lip varnish onto her mouth. 
'You look nice. You're positive he's gonna show up this week, finally?' 

'Yes, I'm sure he's going to be here. I already told you, last week he sard hrs car 

broke down, the week before that he had to baby-sit last minute, and the week before that 

his car broke down, too, remember?' Beth explained as she scraped the dry mascara brush 

across her pale lashes. 'How does this look?' 
"Nice." 
'You want to put some on? It washes off easy." 
'No thanks.' 
'Why not' It'll be fun.' 
'I don't know. I don't want to is all.' 
'Why are you being such a baby today?' 
'I'm not. It's just I don't want to.' 
'Fine. Suit yourself,' Beth said, 'but it would've made you prettier.' Beth stuffed the 

make· up back in her pockets and sulked out the door with Jane following behrnd. 

They had been dating for a whole month now. Brian was her first boyfrrend. He was 
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sixteen and could borrow his mother's car any time he wanted, he had told her. She had 
met him in gym class, and he was the first boy to ever flirt with her. When she was with him 

she blushed and her underarms started to sweat. The day he asked her to ·go out" with 

him, she seemed to feel something important give way in her, and she said yes, not so 

much as a choice, but because at that moment, there were no other words that existed 
Sometimes, when she and Brian walked through the hallways together, Beth would see her 

girlfriends clustered together and leaning towards each other, and giggling about some 
shared secret. Then Beth would wave and they would smile, but she would keep on walking. 

Last Friday, like all the others, Brian had not shown up. But he had said he would be 

here this week for sure, so Beth waited with Jane by the fountain, and wished that she had 

brought her watch. 
"What time is it now'" Beth asked, searching through the crowds of people shopping 

that night. 
"6:57," Jane responded, picking at a hole that was growing along the side of her 

shoe. 
"Well, then, he should be here soon," Beth said, feeling a hot blush forming on her 

cheeks. The past three weeks they had waited by the fountain until it had been time to meet 

Mrs. Hays outside. Beth had not allowed them to move from the assigned meeting spot by 

the fountain, for fear that if Brian showed up, he might not see them and think that Beth had 

stood him up. This week though, Beth was certain that he was coming. He had promised 
her without a doubt he would make it 

"Do you really like him?' Jane asked in a sudden gust of irritation and confusion. 
"Yes, of course I like him. He's my boyfriend, duh." 
"Well, aren't you at least mad that he's never shown up, and he's not here yet?" 

"Look I already told you, his car keeps breaking down, and he had to baby-sit once. 

And tonight he's just late, that's all. Why should I be mad for that?" 
·1 don't know, but it just seems kind of dumb to spend all this time just sitting." 

'Listen. You can't understand because you've never had a boyfriend, Jane." Beth said 

in a vicious effort to close the conversation. 
"Well, if this is what it's like, I'm glad I don't have one," Jane muttered as she contin­

ued to pick at her shoe. They sat in silence, Beth glancing over each face that walked past, 

and Jane watching her friend's frantic eye movements as if they were hypnotizing her. 
"You know,· Beth said after catching her friend staring at her. 'Boyfriends aren't that 

bad. There are some good things, too: She felt like something of an expert on the subject, 

compared to her present audience. "It's like, at least you have a boyfriend, and you can, you 

know, do stuff with him." 
At that, Jane's eyes widened and she stopped fiddling with her shoe. "Stuff? Like 

what kind of stuff did you do?" she asked. 
"Well I haven't done that much, but I've been up to second base so far, I guess," 

Beth answered, proud of the casual tone she had mustered. 
"You French kissed him and let him go up your shirt' Where? Not at the school?' 

Jane asked in awe. 
"Yeah. In the shop room while everyone else was at lunch," Beth said as she began 

to trail her fingers through the water in the fountain, creating circles and lines in the coin-lit• 

tered pool 
"You didn't get caught'" 
"Nope." 
-Were you scared?' 
"Uh, yeah. I guess I was: 
They paused as Beth stood up to get a better view, hoping that Brian would see her 

sooner if she were standing. 
'Did you like it?" Jane asked, curious. 
Beth looked down at her friend, her face becoming softer as she remembered. She 

recalled standing in the darkened shop room, surrounded by dismantled, broken-down cars 

Back up against the tool shelf, holding her Disney World tee shirt, bought there last sum­

mer, up to her chin while her tiny breasts were tugged and grabbed. She remembered how, 

for the rest of the day, her shoes had a slick film under them from the pool of motor oil she 

had been standing in. And how she spent the rest of the day feeling like she was going to 

fall. 
"What time is it,. Beth asked. 
"7: 14. Did you like it'" 
Beth looked at her best friend. 
"No, I didn't like it. It was dumb," she answered, knowing that It had been. 

·seems like it would be. Anyway, I'm hungry. Do we have to sit here anymore? We 

can go get one of those Slushie things at the food court 1f you want. They have a new fla 

var. I think it's watermelon,· Jane offered as she counted her money. 
"Yeah, okay. Let's go," Beth replied, giving the area around the fountain one quick 

last search. "But let's hurry in case he might come while we're gone.· 
As they stood in the line waiting to order their drinks, Jane turned to Beth and said. 

"See, isn't this better than just sitting?" 
Beth nodded and smiled at Jane, but in her mind she was remembering that day in 

school when she had walked past her friends with Bnan at her side. She remembered how 

heavy his arm was, draped over her shoulder, and how she saw those first seeds of envy 

fresh in her girlfriends' smiles. Beth knew that once Jane got a boyfriend, she would under 

stand better, and Beth was overcome with a sudden urge to hug her. 
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The Sycamore Tree 
Mark McConnell 

dash of green -
thrash of leaf 
blot-
on landscape 
blue horizon 
illuminates 

I wanted to balance a bicycle, 
and I was young. 

lwanttofall-
and I'm old. 

I can't unbalance. 

IWantedtoBalanceaBicycle 
Evangelos Giovanis 
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Tell Me What They Served Tonight 
Deborah Ashe 
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"Tell me what they served tonight, Mommy," Hannah says. "But only the stuff I won't 

care that I missed.· For a moment, her sweet voice drowns out the beep of the monitors. 
I begin. I tell her about the Brussels sprouts, the creamed corn, the long strips of 

liver smothered in onions. Then I move on to the snails, the kiwi, the refried beans. 

"What else'" Hannah asks. 
For her I come up with something. 
"Meat loaf," I say in a disgusted tone. "Fried catfish with the eyes still attached. 

Cottage cheese." 
"What about the cafeteria trays' Were they dirty againr She needs to know. 

"Of course," I tell her. "And the little plastic forks had broken teeth again, too." 

She settles for a moment, lying back against the pillows and closing her sunken 

green eyes. I kiss the top of her head, the place where her brown waves were before the 

chemo. The smoothness feels cool against my lips. 
'Remember last year? At the amusement park?' Hannah asks, suddenly stirred 

up again. 
For her, I remember. 
"You were only nine years old," I tell her. "Too young to ride a Ferris wheel alone. But 

you insisted in that grown-up way you always do, and I caved.· She longs to hear this. 
"Just when it was your turn at the top .. ." I lilt my voice, building the suspense. 

"Something went wrong. Someone flicked the wrong switch. Or maybe there was a short in 

the wires. I don't know. All I remember is you sitting in that chair, dangling what, fifty feet in 

the air?" 
'It was more like a hundred, Mommy.· 
"Right. A hundred. Anyway, I can see it now. The way the wind kept shaking your 

chair, tossing you around in the seat. You were gripping the bar so tightly your knuckles 
turned white. You were really scared, terrified. You just kept praying, 'God, do something 

before this whole chair flies off the hinges and crashes to the ground.' And when you finally 

did get off that thing, you threw up all over your sneakers." 

I wait to see if she's satisfied. I'm not sure I have much more in me tonight. 
"I won't miss that day,· Hannah says, the monitors drowning her out this time 

'I know, baby," I whisper, softly stroking her hand. 
I wake in the morning wrth my legs stuck to vinyl. After four hours of twisted sleep, 

the recliner the nurses placed beside Hannah's hospital bed has me trapped. I inch my fin­

gers under my thighs and free myself. 
Hannah is still asleep. I pray that's all it is as I run my knuckles lightly across her 

face. The corners of her mouth turn slightly upward from my touch and I start to breathe 

again. Her face is bloated, doughy. I feel like I can press dimples into her cheeks, mold her 

nose into a different shape. The site of her IV has become a purple blotch from another col· 

lapsed vein. She has the veins of a heroin addict. I can only wish. 
"Tell me about Grandpa Edward's dog." Hannah is awake now and it begins again. 
"He was little,· I tell her. "But he was scrappy. A real vicious thing." 
I lift a cup of ice chips to her mouth and she swirls the tiny crystals on her tongue. 

"One morning Grandpa went out to buy a paper and left that dog alone with 

Grandma May." 
"Bad move," Hannah says. 
"That's for sure,· I tell her. "Cause just when Grandma May laid down on the couch 

to watch The Price Is Right, that dog jumped right up and bit her on the eye." 
I watch Hannah's face flinch and I am happy she is comforted. 

'When Grandpa Edward got back," I continue, 'Grandma May was standing over the 

kitchen sink, screaming her head off, her eyeball dripping blood all over the white porcelain. 

And what was that crazy dog doing? Clawing at Grandma May's legs, tearing her nylon 
stockings to shreds." 

I adjust the strings on Hannah's johnny, rub her back gently with the palm of 
my hand 

"That's one dog I won't miss," she says 

The Good Doctor appears and Hannah's face brightens. He is the Good Doctor 

because he says things to Hannah like, 'You know what my wife served for breakfast thrs 

morning' Octopus' And she didn't even have the decency to take the tentacles off' I can strll 

feel those long, slimy arms in my stomach, wrapping around my intestines. Man, I think I'm 
gonna barf." 

He is the Good Doctor because he tells me ·maybe a month' before he pulls the cur­

tain around Hannah's bed and suggests I spend an hour at the park across the street. 

'Wait, Mommy!" Hannah cries as I get up to leave her room. "When you get to the 
park, don't forget to have some frozen lemonade." 

I am wearing down. 
"Sure," I say, managing only a half-smile before I slip through the door and close rt 

quietly behind me. 

The park is ablaze with life. Everything in it is running, buzzing, or flyrng. Mothers 

entice their toddlers with juice boxes and packages of peanut butter cookies. In exchange, 

they rub sunblock on their children's noses, and I imagine the kids smell like mini maca­
roons. The moms kneel in the grass to tie up Nikes and rework disheveled ponytails for the 

tenth time that day. I am jealous. 
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A formation of tiny overalls takes turns on the slide. They let out high-pitched wails 
as they stretch their arms upward and glide down the slick metal to their mother's waiting 
embrace. They will remember this day as a good one. 

Above this barrage of happiness looms the Children's Hospital, where in a tiny room 
on the cancer ward, the motto is, "Life is easier to let go of when there's nothing about it to 
miss.· Good memories aren't permitted there. Instead, everything is remembered for its 
danger, its pain, its ugliness, its grief. 

Just outside the park, I finger a bouquet of lemon-yellow roses on a street 
vendor's cart. I linger longer than I should, inhaling the gentle aroma, picturing them 
arranged in a crystal vase beside Hannah's hospital bed. With a power that seems 
beyond my control, I slide a crisp ten dollar bill from my wallet and gently place it in the 
wrinkled, outstretched hand. 

When I get back, Hannah is watching a King Kong movie on a tv that looks like it's 
suspended in midair in the corner of her room. Her fingers shield her face like prison bars 
and she separates them every few seconds to catch a glimpse of the out-of-control ape. 

"What are those?' Hannah asks when she sees the roses. On her face is a mixture of 
confusion and fear 

"They're for you," I tell her, smiling. I place the flowers at the foot of her bed. "I know 
how much you used to love helping Grandma May with her rose bushes and I thought. .. • 

"Mommy' Stop it1" 
"I just thought it would be nice for you to have something beautiful." 
'I don't want them! Get them out of here1" Hannah kicks violently at her sheets and 

the roses tumble to the floor 
"Just one thing, Hannah. Can't you remember just one beautiful thing?' I ask angrily. 

"How about the moon' Or maybe the sun7" I move to the window and pull up the blinds with 
such force they almost topple from their hinges. "Can you at least remember the sun'" 

'Stop it Mommy'" Hannah gasps. Her breathing is labored, despite the oxygen tube 
beneath her nose. 

"What about the color pink' Or Beauty and the Beast?" I am sitting at the edge of the 
bed now, gripping my daughter tightly by the shoulders. She strains against my hands, and I 
press my fingers deeper into her skin 

"I need you to remember, Hannah," I say, my voice shaking with rage. "I can't let you 
go unless you remember.' 

"Please Mommy," Hannah sobs, tears streaming down her cheeks. "Please. Stop it." 
"I'm sorry, baby," I say, suddenly releasing my grip on her shoulders. I pull Hannah 

close and she buries her wet face in my neck. "It's okay," I whisper, rocking her slowly 
1n my arms. 

I spend the rest of the afternoon redeeming myself. I tell Hannah about drinking 
lemonade at the park and the pain that shot across my forehead. Then I throw in a story 
about a kid who tumbled from the junglegym and landed square on his face. Hannah listens 
intently as I describe how the little boy's mother picked pieces of glass and sand from his 
open wound, and all is right with her world. 

Shortly after Hannah is buried, her casket draped with yellow roses, a well-meaning 
friend gives me a present-1,000 Things to be Happy About. The book sits on my night­
stand, next to a picture of Hannah. My biggest fear is that I will never read it. My second 
biggest fear is that I will. 
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Slipping Through 
Jessica D'Abrosca 

She held her own life in her hands, 
asif 

it were the ocean in a paper cup 
Each step was carefully calculated 

so she wouldn't 
fall 

(she always fell). 

Day after day she walked on eggshells, 
the sharp 

pieces began to annoy her and when she 
cried out in pain her body rocked and the 

Water slowly slipped from the cracks of her 
pink fingers 

gone white from the selfish force of 
keeping herself closed and the ocean 

bottled 
(she always fell). 
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In My Youth 
Leigh Matheu 

We ran from the fire we started, 
quick streaks of blue and gold 
winding through the trees, 
and hid up on the levy. 
With calves tingling, 
mouths softly panting, 
we could hardly believe 
our own audacity. 
Brown gritty dirt 
was warm on our knees, 
and the dust caused our eyes to leak. 
The heat indicator 
was up around I 10, 
with the air pressing hard against us, 
scorching our throats. 
Silently we crouched, 
counting the ties 
on the abandoned railroad tracks. 
We imagined we could hear 
the sharp pop and crack 
of the bush as it burned 
from the inside out. 
The sound of wailing sirens 
interrupted our desperate fantasies, 
pulling tightly at our skin. 
With morbid fascination 
we stared out at the sky, 
and as day turned to dusk, 
the smoke covered up the moon. 

Winter in this World 
Anthony Loffredio 

"Somewhere in this world it's summer,· she says as she hands me a glass, and I lis• 
ten to the snow falling outside, attaching itself to the window. I hand her back the bottle 
and watch it reflect the fire for that one brief moment. For some reason I'm wondering if 
she had noticed the light on the bottle, but she sits there in that meditating, yoga position 
with the wine glass between her legs, and more cheap wine pouring in. "January, February 
and March are some of the worst months of the year,· she says. "You know what I mean? 
Everything just kind of ends after Christmas and New Years, and you find yourself waiting 
around for something to happen, and it never does." 

I didn't know what to say to this, so I just nodded my head. I looked out of the win­

dow again, and saw an old man walking his dog under the streetlights. 'Well at least there's 
snow. We always have snow to keep things interesting,' I said, looking back at her. I felt that 

I filled the silence nicely, kept giving her things to bounce off of, so that any moment of pro­

longed silence wouldn't feel too uncomfortable. She looked at me and smiled, as 1f she had· 
n't thought of that. I sat up and felt triumphant, as if I had solved a problem that had been 

plaguing the world for years, but then I thought of Florida and Iran. I wondered what it was 
they did to pass the time in January and February. 

She took a sip from her glass, and put her fingers to her lips, trying to talk as she 

swallowed, 'Ugh ... ! hate snow, that's the worst part about it. You try driving as far as I've 

got to drive to get to work all week in the snow, sliding all around, people still driving like 
idiots, like the snow makes no difference or something." 

'Maybe it doesn't make a difference.' 
She threw her hands into the air. 'It makes all the difference.' 
'I guess it depends,' I said. 
'On what'' She was getting defensive. 
'On four-wheel drive.' It sounded stupid, but I said it anyway 
'Well I don't have four-wheel drive.' 
'I guess that's because your car just sucks,' I said. 
'You're an asshole,' she laughed. We were sitting there arguing about something 

that was falling heavier and thicker by the minute, laughing because it filled up those empty 

spaces. I felt the warmth from the fire, and myself getting to know her. I watched as her cat 

leapt from couch to couch, prowling around the room with it's shadow keeping pace, 
moving so quickly that I wondered how it could. The cat turned around and looked back at 

me just before it ran into the kitchen, and I wondered how I would have felt if ,ts shadow 

had stayed behind and stared at me a little bit longer. Then she started coming at me, real 

slow, on all fours. She rubbed her face against mine, saying in a low, soft voice, "Are you 
making fun of me?' Her voice tickled my ear and I wondered if I wasn't making fun of her. 
The tip of her nose traced the outline of my cheek, and before I could answer she was kiss­
ing me. Before I had anymore time to think about it. We both fell to the carpet, she was st,11 
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on top, and I found this all quite amusing. Two hours ago I thought we were just friends, 

new acquaintances. People who knew the same people, who hung out a couple of times, 
and would now know each other. But none of this really mattered to me at the moment, 
because now we were on the floor kissing and groping, and it really had been so long since 
I had felt anyone near me like this. 

Just then she rolled off me, pushing her short, blonde hair out of her eyes. She was 
ditzy, but she was cute, the kind of cute you want to care about but never commit to. I laid 
there hoping she wasn't too fond of me, that there was some fault she might find. The wine 

was making me talk more loosely, and I realized that I would have to shut myself off before I 
said anything that I would end up walking home in the cold for. 

"Why are your hands so cold?" she asked. She was holding my hands 
I looked down at our hands. "I don't know, I didn't notice.' 
"Yes, look, feel them.' She put her hands to my own face and arms, but I still could· 

n't feel the cold, I felt it pressing in on every window in the house but I couldn't feel it on 
me. I sat up and watched the snow fall in the light of the streetlamp outside; her eyes fol­

lowed mine, she looked at what I was looking out of. Her hand somehow found my hand; 

hers wasn't like other hands, it was different, not all that better, but different. 
"Why do you keep looking out the window' Do you want to be here" she asked qui­

etly, but not seriously. I looked up at her leaning over my shoulder, I didn't know where I 
wanted to be, there was really nowhere to go, there were just certain things I couldn't go 

back to, and she didn't have four-wheel drive. 
"No, I'm fine," I said. "I was just watching the snow outside. It's falling in sheets 

instead of pieces.' The bottom of the window was fogging up as we both crawled towards it 

to get a closer look at the storm. I noticed that all traces of the old man's walk were gone, 
and that the world looked both dead and new at the same time. She brought my hand up to 

the window and moved my finger along the glass. "We're going to make pictures,· she said. 
She guided my finger along the bottom of the window, making intricate shapes, a star, a 
half moon, the beginnings of a happy face whose smile ran down like rain on the window 
sill. I felt the cold enter my finger. She was guiding it along the window, drawing these pic­

tures, whatever came to her, never knowing what was coming next. From image to image I 
let her guide me until the window was completely clear of fog, and we could both see out­
side again. 

·so, do you really want me to drive you home in all that snow?" lt was a question 
that was meant to have only one answer. I thought of the cold and how long it was going to 

last. It felt like I had been here since the beginning of winter, and would have to stay until 
the beginning of spring. And I know it probably wasn't the right time or place, but I started 

to think about last winter, when it would snow at least three times a week. And how me and 

that other girl would always be outside shoveling it. I was wondering where I'd go now. How 

many more times I would end up in places like this, in situations like this one, still remem­
bering a small place in time when I was comfortable and didn't have to worry 

'No," I said. "Why would I have you drive me back in all this'" 
Everything looked wild and noisy outside, but I knew that as soon as I stepped out 

into it, it would be as hushed as the sound of leaves falling on graves in a cemetery. 
Kneeling there at the window, I felt as if I were somewhere else, someplace far 

away. Like I was lost and then placed into another world which existed only inside the doors 

and windows of her apartment. I realized that maybe now I'd be wandering for a long time, 
ending up in these worlds, other people's places and friends, spending time walking in and 
out of people's lives until I found something to walk into on my own. I was still back there 

somewhere, shoveling snow in a winter that froze its way into everything that I did, and 
because of that I felt like the girl next to me knew everything. But that's absurd. I thought of 
where I would sleep tonight. I knew where I would sleep tonight. Her name is Louise Riser, 

she is holding my hands, and that's all I really know. I know more about the snow outside 

than I do about her. What is outside has always been there. I used to roll around in it when I 
was a kid. Pretty soon I'll probably be rolling around in something else. I hope that the plows 
come early in the morning. 
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It's skin: 
sun-kissed, 
lotion-slathered, 
aloe-moistened, 
constantly peeling. 

Summer 
Sandra N. Godinho 

Insecurity in dirty, white dressing rooms. 
Colorful towels crowding the clothesline. 
It's sand: 
in your suit, 
between your toes, 
coating the car floor. 
It's zinc oxide decorating like tribal stripes. 
It's plastic flip flops, 
thong sandals, 
and jellies: 
rainbow soles for $2.99. 
It's salt-water-blue-chlorine baths, 
drinking from the hose, 
skating circles around pedestrians, 
patrolling the crowded sidewalks, 
and fleeing policemen 

who yearn for freedom 
from their constricting blue polyester uniforms­
running out in an over-sized T-shirt 
to buy a Cannonball from Peter Palagi: 
that plastic cone filled with pastel sherbet 
covering the sphere of bubble gum 
makes the season. 
Driving with the windows down, 
letting your wet, sun-bleached locks 
flap like dark seaweed in the wind­
going to buy Del's lemonade 
and magazines 
and bags of ice. 
It's humid-laden nights 
that smell like charcoal, 
roses, 
citronella, 
meat, 
and pool chemicals. 
Nights where a sheet 
is too much covering 
and flannel is replaced 
with silk and cotton, 
where electrical storms overpower fireworks 
and mosquitoes overpower flesh, 
saturated with barbecue feasts, 
active sweat, 
and UV rays. 

Cycling 
Kevin Fox 

Ears pinned back 
A little black terrier chases. 

Around a bend a headwind rails 
Relentlessly, swallows the songs of birds. 

Rain runs along a ditch. I hear 
It before I see it, a gentle kiss 
Upon a gravel path. Yellow faces 
Scatter, searching for the sun. Even 
Sunflowers appear confused 
About the weather. 

Beyond a stone wall 
Red poppies soften 
A field of brown wheat. 

On glistening tar 
Wet rubber hisses and 
Spits. 
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When we were young, my brother and I used to play a game. It was called Dare of 
the Day, and I don't remember when we started playing or why, just that we did, we always 
did, and we must have thought that we always would 

My brother was six years older than me, and from what I've learned from others, 
most brothers that much older couldn't be bothered with their younger brothers. But not 
Brian, my brother. He loved me. He was my dad and my bodyguard. But he also got me into 
a lot of trouble. 

One time we were playing Dare of the Day. That morning Brian had dared me to find 
a wild animal and bring it home. I dared Brian to find a wild animal, kill it, and bring it home. 
Brian dared me to find a wild animal, kill it, bring it home, and somehow convince Mom to 
cook ,t for supper. Now, when the dare got to the level that neither one of us could top it, 
we both set out to accomplish the dare of the day. Whichever one of us did it, or came clos­
est, won. We didn't have to bet any money or anything-bragging rights were plenty. 

So off we went. We split up, of course, as we always did. The plan was for us to be 
independent of each other, to get into our own adventures, so we'd have something to talk 
about after the dare was done. We didn't have a tv. Neither one of us read much. The dare 
of the day kept us going, more so me, of course. While Brian had his life of the six-year­
older brother that I was unaware of, the dare of the day was something we were equals on. 

I went off to the city. First, I went to my favorite place in the city for lunch, Bucket 
'O' Fries. I ordered a big bucket of fries to go. They were good and cheap, and they always 
seemed to give me extra 'cause I was a kid. I went to the fixin's bar and smothered them 
with mustard, salt and ketchup. I loved them fries, they were big and thick, yet still greasy. I 
figured I could use a few leftover fries as bait for an animal. 

Now, I knew there were no wild animals in the city, but I figured I could trap a squir­
rel or a lost cat down an alley, and kick its brains in. So I was just walking around for a few 
hours. I was about twelve, I guess. I finally saw what looked like good enough, a little lost 
dog. 

He was a cute little thing, one of those black and white Dalmatians that hang out in 
fire houses. He looked hungry. I looked to my bucket of fries. I had eaten them allI I ran to a 
nearby newsstand, where I bought some candy, and caught up with the dog. I threw a piece 
of chocolate and caramel down in front of him and watched him eye it. He had probably 
never had candy before. He looked like a pup that was used to dog food from a bowl. He 
sniffed it. He licked it. He ate it. 

I snapped my fingers. He followed me a few steps. I tried to corner him down an 
alleyway but he wouldn't follow. Then I heard a familiar voice. "Michael." I looked up, and in 
the summer sunlight it was hard to focus. Then it came to me, it was Mrs. Montague, my 
third grade teacher. I hadn't talked to her in a few years. I was surprised she remembered 
me. "Michael, I see you've grown up. What's your dog's name'" 

"Uh, Bucket, ma'am. His name is Bucket." 
"Well, he's a wonderful little dog. How have your grades been'" 
"Uh, just fine, ma'am." 
"And are you still struggling with mathematics'" 
"Uh, no, ma'am, I've gotten much better." 
"And how is your mother doing, the poor dear?" 
"Uh, she's fine, ma'am. Couldn't be better." 
"And your brother, he was a student of mine once upon a time. He must have grad­

uated high school by now'" 

"Uh, no, ma'am. He got held back. • 
"Oh, that's unfortunate. You know my husband manages the textile m,11. You should 

have Brad ask him for a job." 
"Uh, yes, ma'am." 
Now, what I had been noticing was the whole time Mrs. Montague had been talking, 

ol' Bucket was just sitting there on his haunches right beside me, sweating through his 
tongue like dogs do. It was damn reassuring. His tameness would make it easier to kill him. 

When ol' Montague left, I gave Bucket another piece of chocolate caramel for being 
so patient. This time he didn't even have to sniff it or lick it. He just snatched ,t out of my 
hand. He was getting real friendly. 

So I walked a bit down the alleyway and snapped for him. This time he followed. I 
looked around the corner. There was nobody. I petted Bucket's head. I made eye contact 
with him. I heard that could mesmerize an animal. I gave him one last wish. I took a few 
steps back to get a running start. I looked at Bucket. Bucket looked at me. I ran up two 
giant strides and let loose. I got him good in the head. A miserable whimper. A stream of 
blood on concrete. 

I didn't have a plan of what to do with the animal to get him home. I thought ,t would 
be too suspicious to just pick him up and carry him all the way home. There would be too 
many people. I went back to the place where I bought the chocolate. I told them I was co, 
lecting cans, and asked if I could have a cardboard box. They gave me one, and it looked 
about the right size. I ran back to Bucket. He was still dead. 

I found out that the box was just a little too small to easily fit Bucket in. I had to 
snap his neck to make it fold up on top of the body. It was messy, blood and ooze were get­
ting all over my hands. But it would do. 

It was almost getting dark, close to supper time. I hurried two miles by foot to get 
back home. I dropped Bucket off in the backyard. I washed my hands off with the garden 
hose. I still smelled rank like a dead animal, but Mom was used to me and my brother 
smelling bad, so I thought maybe she wouldn't notice. 

I snuck inside, avoiding Mom, who I figured was in the kitchen cooking. I hadn't fig­
ured out how to get Mom to cook Bucket. I had never figured that part of the plan out-this 
was a real good dare of the day. I could hear Mom talking to somebody, somebody who 
wasn't my brother, because Mom was talking all nice and polite. Company would make it 
even harder to sneak Bucket by Mom. I ran upstairs. 

There was Brian, getting dressed. He was putting on a tie. "Put your best clothes on 
Michael, we got company." 

·company'" 
"Yeah, company." Brian was now putting on some of Dad's cologne, one of the few 

gifts Dad left us when he split. 
"Well, what about the dare' I've almost got it won." 
"The dare? Oh, Christ. Yeah, the dare. What was it today?" 
"Get a wild animal and get Mom to have it for dinner. You didn't rememberr 
"Yeah, I remembered. It was my idea, wasn't it' All right, well I won. I got a filly." 
"A what?" 
"Oh Christ, don't you know anything' A filly is a female horse." 
"You got a horse here, Brian' Did you kill it yet' Can I help?" 
"No, Christ no, I didn't kill it, and you can't help me kill it. I'm Just 1awng ya. I d1dn t 

get a horse. It's just that the Smiths are going out to a fancy dinner tonight for their twente 
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eth wedding anniversary, so they sent their daughter Amanda over to eat with us. See, 
smart people call girls fillies. I was just seeing if you were smart.· 

'Well, what about the dare of the day' Didn't you kill anything, Brian, even a squirrel 
or something?" 

'Christ, what have I got against squirrels' You know, Mike, this Dare of the Day 
thing ... we're getting a little old for it. Maybe someday if Mom gets married again and has 
another kid, and if it's a boy, you can play with him like I've played with you. But the dare of 

the day' Let's just put that stuff behind us.' 
'And what if mom has a girl?" 
I took a shower, and was able to get most of the dog smell off me. I went down­

stairs and had dinner with Brian, the Smiths' daughter, and Mom. It was good enough din­
ner-meat loaf, potatoes. I looked at my mom, how she was trying so hard without Dad 

around. I looked at Brian and felt funny. He had spent a lot of time with me, and I wondered 
if that time would have been better spent studying, trying to get out of high school. I looked 
at Amanda Smith. She was fifteen, right between me and my brother's age. That was the 
first time I thought a girl was pretty. 

It was weird for everyone to try and talk and eat. Mostly, Mom and Amanda Smith 
talked about flowers, a common interest. Mom grew a lot in her garden. Brian talked about 
how great it was that the Smiths had been married twenty years, then Mom looked uncom­
fortable, like she felt bad. I tried to change the subject, so I told everyone I saw Mrs. 
Montague in the city, and how she said for Brian to see her husband about the textile job. 
Brian gave me a weird look. 

Well, the next time you see Mrs. Montague you can tell her thanks but I'm going to 
graduate high school. I'm even going to go to college.' 

I never knew if Brian was serious or was just trying to impress Amanda Smith. 
Aft.er dinner, Mom was going to wash the dishes when Brian volunteered me and him 

to do it. Mom asked Amanda if she wanted to see some of her flowers. Brian and I were 
just done clearing the table when we heard female screaming from the backyard. I dropped 
a plate, and if it wasn't plastic it would have crashed to pieces. A lump grew in my throat 
and a hole burned in my stomach. I forgot all about ol' Bucket' Brian ran outside to see what 

was the matter. I had two choices. I could run out the front door and try to find Dad, or I 
could run out the back door and pretend to not know what was going on. I ran out the front 
door, and have been looking for my father ever since. 
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I'm A Quitter 
Jessica Countie 

idle are my digits, 
no longer fondling Mediums. 
my patience melted away with winter, 
out of my mouth hangs a splinter 
or a sucker; 
anything to simulate smoking. 

my bloodstream was hijacked; 
left barren, salivating for carbon monoxide. 
how am i supposed to enjoy food' 
how can i be in a good mood? 
i get bored 
and stare at my favorite ashtray. 

one vice almost gone, 
about ten left. 
this summer, maybe i'II get healthy. 
i'm in neutral getting to wealthy. 
these willpower aerobics only 
add to this stress. 

my lungs are two packs of 
almost full bulls· - now 
cindered, dusty flesh-
or a swiss darkened mesh 
of undulating layered tissues 
revolting in cataclysm 
towards an inevitable cancer. 
spectrums of spokes enclose these 
two swarthy organs in my thorax, 
while my respiration becomes lax 
from inhaling smoke and coughing 
out soot smoldered in my human coffin. 

'fullbull-ful1packofMarlboroRe<ls 

My home has simply been where I live 
Summer Copeland 

Everyone has a piece of land they belong to, they long for. 
They'll be waiting for me, don't know if the band will be playing, 
if the house will still be standing, if the tree I planted lives. 
I often dream warnings to stay away, when I wake 
I have to change the story. 
I don't know if it exists, my home has simply been where I live. 
Of course everyone will be there, I'll have time to stop along the way 
A runaway dog will probably follow me, 
although I would prefer the company of a cat. 
I'll have to draw my own map, 
walk through rivers, swamps, forests, over rusted bridges 
past city neighborhoods, I'll say hello to the kids out on the stoop. 
I'll go through streets with big houses, small houses, 
crowds and dust clouds. 
I'll always be moving, and I'll always be happy, 
leaving is true freedom. 
I'll miss you dear but at least you'll know where to find me now. 
There's a diner there that never closes, 
on the table waits a cup of coffee and a pen. 
I'll get a little sad when I start to recognize the air, 
remember it's the same everywhere 
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